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the habite of a pilgrime, well furnished with silver and
precious jewelles: tellyng no man whither shee wente, and
never rested till she came to Florence: where arrivyng by
fortune at a poor widowes house, she contented her self
with the state of a poore pilgrime, desirous to here newes
of her lorde, whom by fortune she sawe the next daie passing
by the house (where she lay) on horsebacke with his com-
panic. And although she knewe him well enough, yet she
demaunded of the good wife of the house what he was: who
answered that he was a straunge gentleman, called the
counte Beltrarno of Rossiglione, a curteous knighte, and
wel beloved in the citie, and that he was mervellously in love
with a neighbor of hers, that was a gentlewoman, verie
poore and of small substaunce, neverthelesse of right honest
life and report, and by reason of her povertie was yet un-
married, and dwelte with her mother, that was a wise and
honest ladie. The countess well notyng these wordes, and
by litle and litle debatyng every particular point thereof,
comprehendyng the effecte of those newes, concluded what
to doe, and when she had well understanded whiche was
the house, and the name of the ladie, and of her daughter
that was beloved of the counte: upon a daie repaired to the
house secretlie in the habite of a pilgrime, where finding
the mother and doughter in poore estate emonges their
familie, after she hadde saluted them, tolde the mother that
she had to saie unto her. The gentlewoman risyng up,
curteouslie interteigned her, and beying entred alone into
a chamber, thei sette doune, and the countesse began to saie
unto her in thise wise. "Madame we thinke that ye be one
upon whom fortune doeth frowne, so well as upon me: but
if you please, you maie bothe comfort me and your self/
The ladie answered, 'That there was nothyng in the worlde
whereof she was more desirous then of honest comforte.'
The countesse procedyng in her talke, saied unto her: 'I
have nede now of your fidelitie and trust, whereupon if
I doe staie, and you deceive mee, you shall bothe undoe
me and your self.* *Tel me then what it is hardelie (saied
the gentlewoman:) if it be your pleasure: for you shall never
bee deceived of me.9 Then the countesse begaune to recite
her whole estate of love: tellyng her what she was, and what
had chaunced to that present daie, in such perfite order that
the gentlewoman belevyng her woordes, bicause she had